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though the skipper confided to me that its quality
appeared pretty poor.

After we got to Aden, the Captain, during a dinner
ashore, described the excavations. Our omniscient
British Colonial Service knew all about them, but
feared the occurrence would not increase the monarch's
revenue much.

"I certainly hope it will, however/' commented the
head of one department, "because he owes this
Government quite a considerable amount in respect of
a doctor's bill he incurred long ago, when plague broke
out at Mokallah."

Our sojourn at the coal mine lasted about half an
hour, which period amply sufficed to exhaust every
fascination existing in this lonely, desolate quarter of
Asia. The landau friskily returned to the town and
right through the trip the Sultan made evident
his complete delight about our favourable, though
unauthoritative opinions. From the sea a pleasing
coolness mounted up, due to the approach of sunset.

"You must have tea at the Palace/' begged our
host, but the Captain said: "We will be late for dinner
on board."

Notwithstanding this, one could not entirely abandon
the fascinating "spread" which the royal cook had
prepared. After our re-entry into the courtyard we
sat down beside a large tray holding several dozen
basins, some containing pickles, others stewed fruits,
others meat pasties and equally varied delicacies, all
steaming hot. For myself, I would have liked to eat